This news has got me down. 
Low. 

So low I ask myself 

How far must we fall? 


To realize the problem is more 
complicated than 

Blaming guns or news media or 
Orwellian algorithms pushing 


Black-pilled propaganda 

The problem is our obsession with 
Violence and lack of love 

For our fellow human beings 


So quick to shatter dreams 

Families torn apart like bodies when 
Bullets fly when empathy has failed 
Tears fall from those who are left behind 


Mothers, Fathers, Siblings, Lovers 
Friends, Co-Workers 

All left behind in the tracks 

Of destruction 


We are left behind looking 

Over our shoulders whenever we’re 
In the mall, 

In school, 


Shopping for groceries 

Even when celebrating our lives 

And we ask ourselves 

We're those fireworks or something worse? 


Our mother tells my brothers and I to stay safe 
Every time we walk out the front door 
Crossing the threshold of her protection 

I wish there was something I could say 


To reassure her 
But there simply isn’t. 


“Out of (our) control” - Joseph Nuñez 


For the victims of the Monterey Park shooting. 


